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MAGIC- LIKE EFFECT 

Hcjt from lighted ol- 
dies mikes angels rt- 

lonlinuauitj. 
nrfs srrlkt Bill) 
ear pleasant 
cal chimes, 
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bra you've seen ;.mi iu:r:::: ill :i: i'MCt'i up lo $5 and $10 In the 
finiv.! shop:.. No-.v. ['.■■:■ -.!ir r,:>! time. vr>u cut] have this lovely, 
decorative tenterpleci nw nun to own uid enjoy, 

tor only $1.9* complete «** E - 



■ You. your famlly 
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. charm and 
decorauve innovation brings to your home. 

.... . ■.■....,■,;;: ■ ■ .,['.. 

Herald Angela as the heal 






the gentle whirling 

from the lighted cguui's i»um- uiuh m .uiont iuuiiu in 
■round (or hours. Your cares and burden, ivill vanish under 
the soothing, relaxing Influence of the church-like musical 
i-iimii' ■ if 1 I,.- :i!!i:rl .i.iiii ri]:!!][!i.:fii.'.lv ;,:rlitc golden-toned 
bells during the revolving action. The effect Is truly breath- 
taking Lighted candles — revolving angels — soft chiming 
bells — all combine to provide unequalled beauty, peace and 
contentment for your home and lor all who enter It. 
• Made for long-life service of all metal construction with 
rid), iii.li'.j'.i'tl in if.;, .tleci .fhii-ved bv special anodizing pro- 
cess, can't tarnish, discolor or rust Circular tray Is designed 
with three candle holders which adjust to width of any can- 
dles vou may wish to use. Here is a beautiful, decorative 
addition for your table, mantel, shelf or buffet thai will last 
and serve you for vears to come, yours on this offe .or only 
11.98 or two for $3.78. OrdH .: Musical Whirl- 

ing Angel Chimes for 10 full days. We guarantee Chat youll 



I 396 -C 



HtralithtPtrftct 
CHRISTMAS GIFT! 



SrS^& - * 



i i'-mmMii'fr 



BAFFLING MYSTILRIIiS. Jjii 
N. Y. Reentered a* Second C 
Additional entry at [he Post C 
Printed in U. S. A. 



195-t, No. 19. PubliiheJ bi-mon 
Mutter September 2, 1952, at th 
at Canton. Ohio. Single copies. I 



lieal House. Inc.. 23 Weir 47th Street. New York M 
il New York. N. Y.. unUct ilic A.i ,.i M JIt h i IS"')' 
. *1.20. Copyright 1953, by Periodical House. Inc. 



^\lJT OP THE BETOND, Wl TH SILENT, 9H0STL T STEPS, COMES A MACABRE PROCESSION OF Cft£A TVRES SO 
VSemesOtC THEY COULD STRIKE FEAB IN THE DEVIL* 'THEY GATHER AROUND CARL BASCOM, THEFAUOUS 
WRITER OF HORROR STORIES, ANO WATCH WITH GRIM SATISFACTION AS HIS TWISTED IMAGINATION SIVES 
BIRTH TO MORE OF THEIR GRISLY KIND/ CARL BASCOM IS THEIR CREATOR /CARL BASCOM IS . 




I-I MUST BE 
SEEIN' THINGS/ 
THIS— THIS 
CAN'T BE 
REAL/ 




1 WARNED YOU 

THAT WOULD 
HAPPEN... 
AND YOU 
DELIBERATELY 
KILLED HIM/ 
YOU'RE A 
MURDERER, 
CARL BASCOM/ 




Caul's pleas die away as the room suddenly fills with 
a mysterious greek mist. .. amd the smell of death/ 
the macabre population dissolves in the putrid smog 
and catil peels himself faluns thru a vortex lined 
with a mosaic of horrendous faces . . . 



Is IT MINUTES.. jDR HOURS.. M A THOUSAND 
YEARS LA TER WHEN CARL OPENS HIS EYES 
AGAIN? TERROR AND FEAR PARALYZE HIS 
VOICE AND BODY. ..ONLY HIS THOUGHTS 
FUNCTION... BUT HE WONDERS IF HE'S 
SANE AS HE STARES AT THE SIGHT ME" 
FORE HIM.. 

T CAN'T BE TRUE. ..THEY 
DON'T EXIST/ THIS PLACE 
DOESN'T EXIST' 80 AWAY, 
YOU BLASTED GHOULS/00 
AWAY BEFORE 1 30 MAD ' . 




y*4CWff CARL IS A FANTASTIC CONGRESS OF HORROR/EVERY GROTESQUE MONSTROSITY THAT EVER STALKED 
THHOUSH THE PASES OFLITERATVRE STARES AT THE MAN mo DARED TO MURDER ONE OF THEIR WEIRD KIND/ 
\CARL MAKES A MENTAL ROLL-CALL OF Tf€ FIENDS HE RECOGH/ZES/ THERE'S QUASIMODO, THE HUNCHBACK 
\0F NOTRE DAME.. . AND DRACULA. ..AND FRANKEMSTEiN'S MONSTER.. .AND CYCLOPS.. .AND KINS KONG ... 
USA . . AND DR. JEKYU AND MR HYDE. . . AND MANY, MANY MORE . . , 




YOU TOO COULD WtlE BEEN 
GREAT,CARL BASCOM... BUT YOU 
DIDNT BELIEVE IN THE CHAR- 
ACTERS YOU CREATED/ YOU 
EVEN MURDERED ONE OF THEM 
. . . AND YOU SHALL PAY THE 

PENALTY/ TAKE HIM AWAY/ 





IT'S USELESS TO FIGHT THEM/ t 
FOUND THAT OUT AFTER I TORE 
UP A PAGE OF A HORROR SCRIPT I 
WROTE... AND MURDER ED THE 
MONSTER I 

CREATED ON [ 1 HAVE AN IDEA 
THAT PAGE/ 7 TO ESCAPE THI 




After GLORIA HANDS CARL A PENCIL* 
CARL TAKES OUT A NOTEBOOK HE ALWAYS CAR- 
RIES FOR IDEAS.AND BEGINS TO WRITE (NIT... 

IF THAT'S A MESSAGE 1 IT I SNT A MESSAGE/ 
ASKING FOR HELP... J IT"S A STORY 
HOW ARE YOU GOING /HORROR STORY 
TO GET IT OUT OF ^A CHARACTERS THAT 
HERE AND INTO H»^ LIVE 





x Ou!Ciri 



KKLY, CARL YANKS OUT A CIGARETTE LIGHTER AND 
MIS THUMB SPARKS. A FLAME/THEN HE HOLDS THE 
WTEBOOK, ON WHICH THE STORY IS WRITTEN, OVERTHE 
FIRE AND YELLS. 

" NO/ DON'T 
W/LL ALL DIE IF I SET FIRE TO THIS ( .KILL US / 
STORY IN WHICH YOU WERE BORN/ TELL-V PL.EASE / 
MONSTER MASTER OFTHIS HORROR /"WE'LL DO 
HOLE TO RELEASE US... OR / ANYTHING 

YOU ASK /WE 
WILL TELL 
HIM TO SET 




And. 

your own homes in the upper world/ and 
i you mustpromise never 
i to destroy another /-"'yeah. ..yeah.,. 

original manuscript j we promise/ now 
get us out of here 

IURRY/ 




The MONSTER MASTER SUMMONS A SWIRLING 
CPEEN TORNADO FROM Tf€ DEEPEST PIT OF HADES '. 
JUfO IT SNATCHES CARL AND GLORIA AND SPINS 
THEM UPWARD THRU THE SAME HORROR- PAVED 
FUN I 



Memories and a sickening stench are all tha ri- 

LEFT TO REMINDCARL OF HIS FEARFUL JOURNEYINTO 
THE MONSTER WORLD WHEN HE COMES TO IN HIS ROOM.. 






Carl WORKS DA r AND NI8HT on HIS NOVEL/ 'HE RELI VE3 
EVERY TORTUROUS EMOTKW, . . AND HE SCREAMS WITH 
DELIGHT A3 HE THROWS EACH FINISHED PAGE OF THEORl&NAL 
MANUSCRIPT INTO THE FIRE AND CREMATES EVERT WNSTC* 
HE CREATES. . 




AFTER A MONTH Of BURNING ANO OESTROYING,CARL 
S TM£ LAST PAGE OF HIS ORIGINAL NANVSCftfT 

TO THE FLAMES. ANO ALSO THE LAST MONSTER. . . 

\ AND NOW TO TAKE TKI5 CARBOI 
COPY MANUSCRIPT TO MY PUBLISHER 
AW COLLECT A BIG, JUICY ADVANCE/ 
HA/ SOMEONE'S KNOCKING ON 
THE DOOR-. .IT MAY BE HIM 
LOOKING FOR ME/ 



IT'S ME, CARL... GLORIA 
STONE. THE W 
WAS WITH YOB^N THE 

MONSTER WORLD 




I CAME TO TELL YOU THE GOOD 
NEWS. X WROTE A NOVEL ABOUT 
THE MONSTER WORLD.. .AND A 
PUBLISHER BOUGHT 
IT. HERE'S THE / LET ME 
ANUSCFIPT. X SEE IT/ 



BE CAREFUL, CARL \BUTTHISIS 
THAT'S THE ALMOST LIKE 

ORIGINAL AND THE /MY NOVEL- 
ONLY COPY J HAVE./ WE BOTH 
CANT SELL 
THE SAME 
STORY/ 




SO YOURS GOES T FOR 

INTO THE FIRE// HEAVEN'S 

SAKES.CARL 

... STOP/ 

DON'T DO 

THAT/ 




'JBuTGLORIA'S WARNINBtS TOOLATt/ THEMAMU- 
\ SC/HPTIS SmUOWSD UP BY THE FLAMES. . . AM>AT\ 
THE SAME INSTANT-CARL. EXPLOOES HID A HUMAN 

: TORCH. 



Carl screams and twists wi th pain, . . but he's 
beyonoall help/and in a short time, carl 
bascom is only a heap of smouldering ashes... 



THIS HORRIBLE THING WOULDN'T 
HAVE HAPPENED IF HE'D ONLY 
WAITED UNTIL I TOLD HIM THAT 
I MADE HIM THE REAL-LIFE 
HERO IN THAT MANUSCRIPT 
HE BURNED/ 




A SWORD DATING BACK TO THE NAPOLEONIC WARS, HANGS 
IN A PARIS MUSEUM. IT IS THE OBJECT OF ONE OF THE 
STRANGEST INCIDENTS EVEN RELATED. THE OWNER OF THE 
'SWORD, A FRENCH HERO UNDER NAPOLEON, DISAPPEARED 
IN ACTION DURING A CAMPAIGN IN 1812 WITHOUT A TRACE 
OF HIM OR THE SWORD EVER BEING FOUND . 




LOST, PRESENTED A BAFFLING 
MYSTERY IT /S BELIEVED BY 
STUDENTS OF THE OCCULT 
THAT THE SPIRIT FROM THE 
BEYOND HAD RETURNED TO 
BRING VICTORY AND HONOR 
TO IT'S NAME. THE AWE- 
SOME SWORD STILL HANGS 
IN THE MUSEUM TO TESTIFr 
TO THE WEIRD POWERS OF 
THE STRANGE AND 
SUPERNATURAL . 



J THE END 1 







■pSr 



I JTau sick and tired of 

I Jt WANT SWORN AFFIDAVT, 
1 THE WITNESS STAND. . .? 
f IS MERELY THE TRUE 

] DoNNERWALD LAY IN AVAIL* 
WAS A PEACEFUL TOWN, WORLD 
FAMOUS FOR ITS BEER. . . 




WHO SCOFF AT THE SUPERNATURAL . DO THEY 

BY SPECTRES? DO THEY WANT VAMPIRES ON 

GET NOTHING LIKE THAT HERE. ' WHAT FOLLOWS ^ 

WHAT HAPPENED INDONNERWALD IN IB3S . . 



She DOLL S OF HANS BASSERMAN 
WERE WEIRD, GROTESQUE/ PEOPLE 
SHUDDERED.. .BUT PEOPLE BOUGHT/ 



MADAM IS RKHT... MY DOLLS ARE 
HOT MEANT FOR CHILDREN. THEY 
AREWORKSOFART, CARVED WITH 
INFINITE CARE, BASED ON 
DESIGNS THAT HAVE BEEI 
WITH MY FAMILY FOR 




BMMW.fi until 




THIS !• 0« THIW wo 
MUST NEVER ASK ME. FROM 
NOW ON J SHALL WORK A3 

A FARMER. 1 SHALL 
NEVER TOUCH ANOTHER 




$Q7MEY mtKCO AWAY fltQM MMm 

wtrffEKa shop. . . 




•ttvto «m of we bouj. m unu- 

9TRL OOLL HE UAH mil HE AST • 
FATHER OiEO, ITWU TOO KAtRIPUL T 
LET HIM SMASH.., 




&R£rCHEH HID ThEDCLL 
ft A CHEST-- AND FOR A 
HONTH SHE AND HANS 
WERE HAPPY T06£WEfl... 




TBuTWHES THE WON 


. .A SHADOWY FIGURE 


WAS FULL AGAJH. , .A 


CL IMBED STIFFLY OUT. . 


TINY HAND SLOWLY 


i i —i—— 


LIFTED THE COYER OF 




THE CHEST. _. 


n 


119 


fe JH 


o>PI 


p^l^/fe 


■E^r^w 


Bte 


WM. 




rr came ro the bed S3 y the time man's eyes blinked 

fTCHEHLAY OPEN, IT WAS TOO LATE/ HIS 

BRIDE WAS ALREADY DEAD/ 



■RAZED WITH BRIEF ANDFVRY, 
HANS CHASED THE DOLL ACROSS 
THEWIDTH OF THE VALLEY, UP A 
STEEP MOUNTAIN PATH — UP.. MP.. . 
TILL AT LAST, FOR A BRIEF MOMENT, 
HIS HAND GRASPED THE TINY SILKEN 
DRESS /m 




9 AS HE LAY0YIN3, HE HEARD THE | H.OW 00 I KNOW ALL 
[» MOCKINB LAUSHTER AS IT FLEW THIS HAPPENED? I 
rmTHELIBHTOF THE FULL MOON..\ AM THE LAST 

| DEATH DOLL OF 
I DONNERWALD / 
I FRESHLY miNTED, MY 
J EYES A HEAVENLY 
■ BLUE, MY MOUTH 
I SMPERINS SWEETLY, 
1 J SIT OH A DOLL 
I SHOP SHELF. ZOO 
I NOT KNOW THE NAME 
I OF THIS CfTY. . . 







An oft- told tale op the supernatural took place tit\ 

SMALL. BALKAN COUNTRY IH,THE LATE !$>*> CENTURY. MAD P. 
HUSO, » HEARTLESS MAN OF NOBJLITY, RACED HIS HORSE 
DOWN A BUSY THOROUGHFARE HEEDLESS OF THE PEOPLE 
WALKING THERE. SUDDENLY HIS HORSE CHARGED DOWN Off 4 
MED MAN . 



The sharp hooves trampled the old man to a 
but with his last breath he uttered a curse. i 

i will return for *w who is this ) the viuj( 

REVENGE. -AAAHHh ljSj >LD MflN "Li. UNOEHTJ1 




The UNDERTAKER RETURfXD FOR SEVERAL 
RIGHTS UNTIL PRINCE HUGO, DRIVEN INSANE I 
BY THE VISION, DID HIS TORMENTORS BOONS J 



Hugo entered the vehicle and with a 
crack of the undertaker's whip, the 
horses pulling the hearse were off 
with their mad passenger aboard . 





The TOWNSPEOPLE J 
WERE AWAKENED Fl 
THEIR SLEEP BY THE I 
HORRIBLE SCREAMS 
AND THE CLATTER Ot\ 
THE HEARSE RACING 
OVER THE COUNTRY- I 
SIDE. MAD PRINCE 1 
HUGO WAS NEVER SEEM 
AGAIN BUT TO THIS ] 
DAY, THE VILLAGERS \ 
SWEAR THAT WHEN 
THE MOON IS FULL 
THEY SEE THE HEARSE 
CLATTERING THROUGH 1 
THE TOWN, AND THE 
ANGUISHED SCREAMS I 
OF Tie DAMNED PRINCE 
COMING FROM IT. 
ANOTHER STRANGE TAlM 

n ne annals of gJ 



•WU.rS DUNCAZYS FEATS AS A MAGICIAN WERE LEGENDARY. ME HAD RANKED WITH WE IMMORTALS 
:' *J.T C UNTIL TIME'S DREAD HAND HAD AGED HIM, PLACED WRINKLES IN THE ONCE HYPNOTIC FACE 
AW MAX HIS FINGERS TREMBLE. YET OUNCAZY WOULD NOT SUBMIT TO THE INEVITABLE SIGNS OF 
VEM " HE FOUND A WAY TO A GLORIOUS COMEBACK. HE WOULD STOP AT NOTHING TO SNATCH AT 
FAME. EVEN IF IT MEANT TRAFFIC IN THE BLACK ARTS. . .WIT* THE PRINCE OF MAGICIANS . 




A YEAR EARLIER, ALMOST TO WE DAY, IN A CHEAP THEATRE 
m LONDON AGING WILLIS DONCA2Y TRIES DESPERATELY TO 

MOLD A ROWDY AUDIENCE \ . 




After repeated failures, the theajw 
rang ww shouts of derision until 
we manager brought the curtain dow 

\f I OPEN TME^ 
CURTAIN, THEY\_L 




DOCTOR. SAUNDERS/ 
MR. fl£NSHAW*S DYING/ THE 
REST OF YOU FOLLOW ME/ 
WE'LL CATCH THAT CRAZY 
OLD MAGICIAN/ 



THEY'RE. ..(PANT)... PASSING ME/ BUT 
I WON'T BE SAFE UNTIL I LEAVE THE 
COUNTRY. THERE'S A LITTLE THEATRICAL 
SHOP I KNOW THAT WILL BUY MY MAGIC 
EQUIPMENT WITHOUT ASKING QUESTIONS/ 
THE MONEY WILL HELP ME ESCAPE/ 





HOW DO YOU KNOW 
ME ? I NEVER MET 
.YOU BEFORE 
9 IN MY 







1 ■» PROFESSION/ THAT** f PUT YOUR WtOPt^ Y W - WHAT MMt£/ KHOLD, I HAVE HUMMED TW \* 
l« *+**/ I'M SOOLD,^ AHAY/ I WILL wr MVvoo DONE ?Jf\ STAGE, to show too the we at/" 
\m mm* tremble/ ^buy them/ i wll *^ p )W&iSPV m £r</ A powers you yourself. — — <T 

■«C UbJfl* ME OFF A TOU REGAIN YOUR GREAT/ft^^a ^|^f \. NAT POSSESS /_-«f *"\ 

1 «« fist / tthat/fame and forttjne ; mtJ ]* p7g*Kf A 7~- "^r-^~H 

■hb w« 00 rf7wAtttCAL powers defy v ¥&gfR&\ JC _^c _ - ^W-s/^w/ 

^■^ me ?y^\ human uwoERSTAwpiMS. J Ey^Mi' /^ (5(Si00GB Ht^ ^* 


IP ill 


1 i^^itefe* Ss; ^fl BT 


t r •""v 


! virilH 1 




1 mould trvc MY UFf TO possess 
*o> POWERS even IF they came 
THE DEVIL 
■■SELF/ l——' YOUR EVERY WISH 1 





I DO MOT SEEK THANKS f MY REWARD 
WILL COHE LATER/BUT REMEMBER, 
YOU MUST RETURN TO ME AT THE END 
OF THE YEAR/ ZELDA GOES WITH YOU 
A3 YOUR ASSISTANT/' 



DuNCAZY NOW PRESENTED 
HIMSELF AS DOCTOR WHO, 
CREATOR OF MIRACLES, TO 

THE BIGGEST THEATRICAL ■ 

AGENTS. . . r- 



MAG1CIANS ARE 



* new performance was a thrilling tour oe force and a triumph for ouncazy. . 




HaILEO A3 THE WORLD'S tREATEST 
MAGICIAN, DUNCAZr HAD TO FIGHT OFF 
HIS ADMIRERS fv 




Instantly, a dread transformation 
occurred. . 




THE THIRD VISITATION 



It was by the merest chance that I found the book. 
Pot • whole yea/ — ever tince I returned to Malvern 
Mouse — I had scrupulously avoided the library, 
though a half hour's work would hm easily farted 
the •esltd doors. But em this night, the atght of my 
twenty-teoMd birthday, the mange appeal which 
those dosed doors had always exerted on ma grew 
appallingly strong and I lumped cast of my sleepless 
bed and hastened downstairs. As I pused the grand- 
f ether dock on the landing, 1 noticed that H we* a 
half-hour after midnight 

It was one o'clock when I parted the doors and 
stood apon the threshold. 

I hardly dared move inside. It was as if I were 
beating again my father's stern words, that afternoon 
eleven years ago when he caught me in the library, 

"I don't know how you contrived to enter without 
a key," he cried, his face white with anger, "but if 
ever again you enter this room, I — I — " Hie lip* 
trembled, his voice stammered with rage, and I, puny 
tyke of ten that I was, squirmed out of his grasp and 
fled, never hearing the end of his sentence. 

I never heard him speak again, for that matter; 
for that night, at his desk in the library, be suddenly 
passed away, hit hands clutching at his throat 

I never really knew my father. We had never been 
companions, or pals, or whatever boys and their fa- 
thers are supposed to be. I remember him vaguely 
at a lonely, austere man — tall, serious of counte- 
nance and, surprisingly for a man of only forty, with 
a shock of pure, snow-white hair. His pictures show 
him black-haired, and that's how I think I remember 
him; but I'm certain that on that particular day, when 
he grasped ma to fiercely, his hair was snow-white. 

The books in his library — so the story went — 
were, according to the instructions in his will, sup- 
posed to be burned. But the executors, evidently think- 
ing it a sick man's phobia, circumvented the order 
* and compromised by sealing the library. The house 
too was dosed while — until I was twenty-one — 1 
■went to live with an aunt, my mother's sister. My 
mother had died when 1 was two, and my auot had 
long wanted. me to live with her, insisting— or so 
. Tre heard — that my father was too "preoccupied" 
to bring up a child. 

And now I was in the library — the library from 
which I was so fearfully routed, the library in which 
my father had so suddenly died. It was no different 
ffbm a thousand other libraries — htafi-ceilinged, oak- 
brown, with tiers of books that lined the walls from 
baseboard to rafters. 



" I had not browsed long among them when I noted 
a shocking thing: The books, written in many lan- 
guages, dealt almost exclusively with the mysteries of 
the occult With mesmerism and visitation* and al- 
chemy and indent and medieval magic. I musingly 
fanned the pages of some balf-dosto volumes, won- 
dering what my father bad to do with these mange 
studies, and tbest, putting away a book, 1 cam* 
across law book — the diary of my father. 

The entries wet* let a neat, meticulous hand, but 
now and again there were pasaagea in which the 
lengthening, uneven mokes showed a high pitch of 
excitement. Which was surprising, because my father 
was a most controlled man. And at I read, a deep 
uneasiness seiaed me and I was tempted a doxea 
times to hurl the diary away, to burn it, to destroy 
the whole library — but I was powerless to act and, 
chilled and fearful, I found I could not stop reading. 
All the pages were rilled with detailed notes on the 
experiments — desperate, futile experiments — that my 
fattier had carried on to bring back my mother . . . 
my fatbir'f wrft, who bad died to airly, SO young. 
And then, on page seventy-four, at the first fingers 
of dawn were poking through the window, I found 
the excited, scrawled words: "At lastl 1 have itl 
I bar* iir 

And immediately, my finger* trembling, my blood 
suddenly ice, I snapped shut the book, but not before 
I taw that the next paragraph was written in Latin. 
Shaken, I returned the diary to its place, vowing 
never to open it again, and hurried upstairs, praying 
for the balm of restful sleep. 

But I slept fitfully and was up at noon. And 
though 1 dutifully averted my eyes from the library 
all day. when darknesl closed in, I found I could 
fight off the call of the library no longer. 

I found the diary, opened it to the right page, and 
tlowly spelled out the Latin phrases my father had 
so laboriously entered. 

I cannot say I willed what I did next, nor can 1 
aay I did not will it. But, the translated words be- 
fore me, I went through the steps, one by one, of. 
my father't painstaking experiment. I drew in whit* 
Chalk the rircle, and within it the pentagram. I turned 
off the lights and in each corner of the pentagram I 
placed a candle. In a drawer of the desk I found — 
untouched these many years — two envelopes "with 
Latin inscriptions, and from each I sprinkled a little 
powder in the appropriate spots in the pentagram. It 
was now well past two o'clock. 

Upon the stroke of three, as it stated in the diary 



— the candles flickering, the chalkmarks glowing in 
yellow ghost-light — I intoned the words underscored 
in the Latin text. 
And then I sat back and waited. 
The candles'burned garishly, I could hear the sigh- 
ing of the wind outside, and then I heard a soft faint 
whisper, a whisper that wa* like the rustling of the 
finest silk. And a soft wisp, like the faintest of smoke 
signals, appeared in the center of the pentagram and, 
like a chrysalis emerging, a figure, gentle and aofl 
and seen as through a cloud, itood before me. 

In life I bad not known her, but I had seen her 
pictures often The lady before me was my mother. 
My father'* experiment had worked! 

I tried to her, I would have her talk. But she 
stood just so, unmoving, wordless, beautiful — and 
real. And just as 1 thought she was about to speak, 
the film wafted about her . . . and she was gone. 
And the candies flickered out and 1 sat in darkness, 
remembering the text said the visitation lasted but a 
minute. 

I don't know how I found my room, or the bed, 
or how I lived through the next day. But when night 
closed in again, I hurried again to the library. 

Thi* time I went through the diary more carefully. 
Many, many pages later, I encountered another par- 
agraph in Latin. This was a more complex experi- 
ment, and the visitation, 1 noted, lasted for five min- 
ute*. Though the incantation and the steps leading to 
the evocation of the figure were more complicated 
than the first coming, I set about it with mingled 
eagerness and apprehension. 

By three o'clock ail was in readiness. The candles 
flickered, the chalkmarks glowed eerily, suspended 
from the ceiling was a canine tooth — tound in an- 
other envelope in the desk — and a strange -smelling 
powder burned with acrid odor. And after Che incan- 
tation. I waited. 

Again the figure of my mother appeared. Thi* time 
I knew she would talk. Bur after Hv# minutes, laid 
the notes, she would be gone and — The rest waa 
broken off in a freniied scrawl I could not decipher. 
What, I wondered, had happened. But my imagina- 
lion could not even surmise 

The notes, as I said, had indicated she had talked. 
But minutes passed and there wa* no tound. She 
merely stood, smiling, in all her real but wispy love- 
liness, and she must have known 1 was her *on, for 
after a while she held out arms, as if summoning me. 
And then, just as I was about to give up hope of 
hearing her speak. I saw her lips move and I heard 
word*. But 1 did not know what the said, foi witb 



her first words an incredible, an impossible trans. 
formation began to take place. 

Her features — how shall I say it? — erawltJ, Like 
the earth in a landslide, the flesh began to disinte- 
grate, and it was as if I were seeing, in a fast-action 
film, the processes of decay that take place over many 
years. 

I don't. know if I screamed, if I cried out. I think 
I was powerless to move, to utter a sound. I could 
not take my eyes away and yet I could not bear to 
*ee further. And then, as if in answer to my prayers, 
the five minutes were up and the vision wa* gone. 
Enough, I told myself, Was enough. But the devil 
himself must have prompted me, for the next night 
I was in the library again, paring over the third La' 
tin entry ... the last. It was the night of the third 
visitation that my father had died. Would I die, too? 
And then I saw the wotds -that could terminate a 
visitation. They had not worked for my father, I 
reasoned. Or had he, indeed, invoked tbem? 

With trepidation I carried through the experiment. 
At the stroke of three 1 began the invocation. My 
voice trembled, I sat fearfully. And as my words 
died away, the wisp of film appeared and presently 
my mother materialized before me — as lovely, as 
beautiful, as alive as she must have been in life. 
And this time, I knew, she would stay as long as I 
wished — as long as life itself. The metamorphosis 
of the previous night, I' concluded, must have been 
my imagination. 

She stood thus, silent and smiling and beautiful, 
and when the first five minutes were almost up, she 
began to speak. But with her first words, a terrible 
chill seized me. Fox again the disintegration of flesh 
was taking place._ The bloom was gone' from her 
cheeks, the flesh began to wither, and ttom her shoul- 
der* and arms the visible life was oozing away. Her 
garments no longer became her. They began to hang 
like a shroud; and as she continued talking, the first 
faint lineament* of her skeletal contour showed it*elf. 
This, I knew, tu what my father had teen. Thi* wu 
what wa* to be with me forever . . . and still the 
disintegration continued. 

I don't know how I found my voice, but suddenly 
It tore from me, thrill, horr.or -filled, with the word* 
my father had penned; "Fitia mortuorum . . . Vade 
ad tua tombe!" And I fainted. 

When I awoke, I was alone in the room, and all 
the chalkmarks were gone, and all else. And as I 
passed the mirror, to hurl the diary in the fireplace, 
1 saw, with a shock of horror, that my hair — like 
ay father a — had suddenly become snow-white. 



^fWFNTY MINUTES tATEB, THE HXfiVG F/SUE8UAN HC4SA £U40OfV 





WITH THE COMING OF DAWN, 
"Wf FtGUaeM-MEABMCUAt* 
STIBBEP. AS THEMOBWNG 
FBOSTMEITEP ffEFOBE TUB 
BiS/mSUN, SO TOO THE 
HIDEOUS FEA7VBES OF THE 
BEAST UNCLAMPEP THEM 
HOLD MTU 7UeOOM/N(S0P 

AA/etva4/~. ' 




fob years 7-re bera.dPED«v i0u as a 

SCIENTIST, HOPING to OlSCOVER THE 
6ERUMTHAT WOULD ttlDMYBOOTOP 

this monstrous rend- but 
tve failed: 




SEVERAL CAYS LATER, A *QONGA4ANAHDHtSFtANCgE 
STOOD BEFORE THE SC/E//T/STS COCO., WJ/LE A 
MdU&NFUL WtND WNfSPeReO OM/NOUSiy AMONGST 
7WF NAATEP URANCNES OF WE SURROUNDING TREES- ■ 



1 DON'T LIKE THE LOO^€ 
OF IT. JOEL. BESIDES, IT'S 
SO CLOSE TO THE CEME 
TEGy WWEGETWAT 
HORRIBLE CRIME 
TOOK PLACE. 




LOOK, HONEV-IFA FAMOUS EUROPEAN 
SCIENTIST LIKE PEOFESSOR DBAGO IS < 
WILLING TO HAVE ME AS HIS ASSISTANT, _ 
I SHOULD 8ETHE LAST ONETO COMPLAIN! 

AND WHAT'S MORE. A JOB MEANS 

WE CAN BEMAREJED SOON.' 



fa FEW MOMENTS LATEB... 



I'VE SELECTED VOUE LETTER 
OUT OF ALL TW05E I RECEIVED, 
ME CARLTON, BECAUSE OF 
YOUR BACKGROUND IN EX- 
PERIMENTAL RESEARCH. ■ 
HOWEVEE , UNTIL OUE WOGK. 
IS COMPLETED. IT WILL 8E 
NECESSACVTHAT ¥OU STAV 
HERE IN THIS HOUSE ' 




3 REALIZE HOW DIFFICULT ITWILLBI 
FOE HIM TO BE PARTED FROM 50 
CHARMING AND BEAUTIFUL A 

WOMAN, BUT THEN, THIS CAN 

BE HIS GREAT CHANCE.' 





VQING TUE PAYS TUAT 
_ FOUOtVEC, JOEL 
WQRk'EQ fNANADJOfN/NG 
LA30BATOSY. VttTM THE 
STRICT ORPE& TNATW£ 

wasn-t TV ernes Tt/e 

PROFESSORS BOOM CW- 

less we nns cauep. 

ONE NIGHT. JUST PAST 
MtPNtGMT... 

THESE COMPOUNDS AGE I 
THE STRANGEST - 
THAT NOISE! IT 
CAME FROM THE 
PROFESSOR'S . 




p TUB fPOFESSOPS 0008 WSSfiffWO. 

Am mqwbhts LAira tub inspbciqo. 

GAVCA CayOBD!SCOi>Btiy.., 




WtA HEA88yPA£k:.A PALE 

■ TUSOUGH THffeATBNWQ 

a ouos^s rue psofessvs's nopos wore an 

HYPNOTIC PATTSCN OFffHyTHAT/C SOUNP... 





amizsx DOUBU-ACTION „mSu< that 

CONCEALS f MEDICATES 
MPLES 



ACNE, TEEN-AGE PIMPLES, 
SURFACE SKIN BLEMI5HES 
and IRRITATIONS! 



Actual clinical test* conducted by leading doctors have proven that an 
new-type medication helps clear up acne blemishes while il coven and hidei 
ratting pimples! In the many case* tested by the doctors, there were a r 
lure af men, women and children, While and Negro. Some with recent pimple 
and othen with acne trouble* of many' yean. The ren " 





leading 
SKIN 
SPECIALISTS 

RECOMMEND THIS 
DOUBLE TREATMENT 



Rggg 



hidis rmrtis on light, aviraci t dark complexions! 






SUM. OtllCK MSUITS-WOM EIKI MACK! 
■ SATISFACTION GUAKAN7EE0 OR , 

DOUBIf TOLIg MONEY SACK! I 



: ..ool;cisco.c.,-20J act I 



SKIN DOCTORS STATE THAT 
TO NEGLECT YOUR SKIN MAV 
PROLONG YOUR COMPLEXION 
TROUBLE AND MAKE IT 
MORE DIFFICULT TO CLEAR UP I 

DELAY MAY BE HAHMfUL- 
ptW <ot- leap* M,*«,„d tUn mam.* 

MAIL COUPON AT ONCII 









SCOPE PRODUCTS CO., 0ept.2O J, 1 Orchard St., New York 2, N. Y. L..~"""."- .. ..... 



CHEW IMPROVED FORMULA 

CHEWING GUM! 
REDUCE 



Up 



5 lbs. 



Wiih 



Dr. Phillips 
Plan 



Week 

Reduce to a slimmer more graceful figure the way Dr. 
Phillips recommends — without starving — without missing 
a single meal! Here for you Now — a scientific way which 
guarantees you can lose as much weight as you wish — or 
you pay nothing! No Drugs, No Starvation, No Exercises or 
Laxatives. The Amazing thing is that it is so easy to follow 
— simple and safe to lose those ugly, fatty bulges. Each and 
every week you lose pounds safely until you reach the 
weight that most becomes you. Now at last you have the 
doctors' new modern way to reduce — To acquire that 
dreamed about silhouette, an improved slimmer, excit- 
ing more graceful figure. Simply chew delicious im- 
proved Formula Dr. Phillips Kelpidine Chewing Gum and 
follow Dr. Phillips Plan. This wholesome, tasty delicious 
Kelpidine Chewing Gum contains Hexitol, reduces appetite and 
is sugar free. Hexitol is a new discovery and contains no fat 
and no available carbohydrates. Enjoy chewing this delicious gum 
and :educe with Dr. Phillips Plan. Try it for 12 days, then step on 
the scale. You'll hardly believe your eyes. Good for men too. 



Money-Back Guarant.ee-! 10 Day Free Trial! 



DAY 
SUPPLY 
ONLY 



1 



Mai! Km coupon now! T«t tha amaxi 
SUM REDUCING PLAN for 10 dayi 
frlandi, your mirror and your icala do 
and look dimmer you pay nothing. 



liltlpl ELPIDINE CHEWING 
jama. If after 10 dayi your 
ou that you havo loit waight 






AMERICAN 


HEALTHAIDS CO., 


D< 


,pt. 


CH- 


14 318 M 


*rket 


St.. 


Newark, 


N. J. 




Jui( mail lit your nam* and 
of KELPIDINE CHEVYING 


addrett 
GUM ( 


, and 11.00 I 
improved Fo 


all 


i, eh 


and 


money-ordar. 
Dr. Phillipi 


Redu 


will i 

sing 


Plan 


a a 12 day luppiy 
pottagt prapaid. 
















ADDRESS 















STATE CITY. 

□ Sand ma Spactal 24 day tupply and FREE 12 day paelaga for 12.00. I undantand that if I 
with KELPIDINE CHEWING GUM and Dr. Phlllipt Reducing Plan, I can r 
prica rafund. 



not dallghtad 
dayi for full purchaie 



SENT ON APPROVAL — MAIL COUPON NOW! 



